CHAPTER XXV
THE  RECALL  OF   MISS  PAULINE
Of/it friendship grew more perfect each day, but, alas!
friendship was not enough for me. I could neither eat nor
sleep; my health was suffering. Pauline, on the contrary,
grew robust and beautiful in proportion as I languished and
became thin.
'You think/ she said to me one morning, 'that you are
dying for love of me, but it is not sentiment which is mak-
ing you thin and sleepless; it is the sedentary life you are
leading. If you wish to please me, go for a long ride/
CI can refuse you nothing, lovely Pauline; but when I
come back	?'
'You will find me grateful, you will have a good appe-
tite, and you will sleep well3
My horse, quick!—my riding boots!—a parting kiss on
her beautiful hand, and I am on the road to Kingston! I put
my horse at a gallop, when all of a sudden he stumbled,
fell, and flung me on the pavement in front of the Duke
of Kingston's door. Miss Chudleigh happened to be looking
out of the window. She saw me with my legs in the air, and
screamed. I turned my head at her cry; she recognised me,
and sent one of her men to my assistance. He raised me to
my feet, but I could not move. I was carried into a room
on the ground floor, and one of the footmen, who was also
a. surgeon, declared I had dislocated my collar-bone.
'You must take a complete rest for a week/ he said.
The young miss assured me that, if I would remain in
her house, I should be most carefully nursed. I thanked her
warmly, but on the pretext that I should be in the way, I
asked to be taken home. She immediately gave the order,
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